Over the second eye he had apparently lost his nerve; he
cut too close to the roots of the lashes, causing subsequent
eccentric growth which, when his operation broke down
soon afterwards, actually intensified the original trouble.
John was to endure that particular misery throughout the
remaining days of her life. Although, after two other
eminent surgeons had refused, Sir Harold Gillies agreed,
though reluctantly, to remedy the condition, she was never
again considered well enough to undergo the ordeal of
what he warned us might prove to be more than one
operation.
But John being what she was, even that grim time at
Bath has memories the reverse of painful. After all, we were
together, actually sharing a room and never separated,
except when, once a day, I went to the Francis Hotel to
feed Pippin. Our friends kept that room filled with beau-
tiful flowers; as usual we read much and talked endlessly
and during John's convalescence there were several days
that stand out as being good to remember. One was the
morning when, with our two friends, we visited the JBaths
and had coffee and biscuits in the summer sunshine, sitting
by the edge of the warm Roman bath, and another was the
expedition we made, taking John's nurse with us, to Down-
side, where Dom Thomas Symons was waiting to greet us,
and to show us all the beauties and treasures of the Abbey.
He played a Bach fugue for us superbly in the empty church
and later gave us tea in the Abbot's parlour, which had been
lent to him for the occasion. And although I was nervous
lest John should get overtired, her admiration and enjoy-
ment were so sustaining that she was all the better for the
effort.
Our common love of our Church, of its ritual, and of
religious art and literature, was always a very strong bond
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